124        THE THINGS WE ARE

with him. Boston winced as though a needle
had been thrust into his heart. Why, in the
name of God, had he not seen these things
before ? Now, it was too late; it must be
too late.

. There was the cottage with the green
veranda. And there was a woman sitting
on the chair by the door. He turned his
head away and hurried on. And he had
dreamed that morning that he would come to
know that woman, understand her and be
" different " towards her. Good God, he was
different with a vengeance!

His contempt for himself knew no bounds.
It seemed to him that he was something
poisonous and parasitic, which by its own
malignancy had turned aside from goodness
and now could never return to it again.
That he did not know where or when or how
he had turned aside made his condition more
grievous, more unworthy and more desperate
still. And he longed to be something utterly
different from what he was; he longed to
be Bettington's Boston and not his own,

Mrs. Williams met him. at the door, holding
out a telegram. Bettington was not coming.
Site watched his pale, set face with misgiving,
saw with alarm his finger tremble as he thrust